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For a Wanton 

(Epitaphs] 

from The Project Gutenberg eBook of 
Color, 

by Countee Cullen 


To men no more than so much cover 
For them to doff or try, 

| found in Death a constant lover: 
Here in his arms | lie. 


For a Fatalist 
ibid 


Life ushers some as heirs-elect 
To weather wind and gale; 

Here lies a man whose ships were wrecked 
Ere he could hoist a sail. 


COUNTRY 

by Rose Brown 

from the IA etext of 
Microcosm 17 - Spring 1990 


Country life is in our blood- 
clean country air 

and deep country love. 
Roosters in the morning, 
and crickets after dark, 
country on our radio 

and country in our hearts. 
A cool breeze under 
rustling oak leaves 

and listening to thunder, 
yet feeling at ease. 

Cattle grazing on sweat-plowed land, 
and a gentle touch 

from a work-calloused hand. 
Wherever we go, 

and whatever we do 

we'll always be country 
through and through. 

For us who know it, 

ain't nothin’ else- 

just country life, 

life at its best. 


HOMING SWALLOWS 
by Claude McKay 

from the PG etext of 

Harlem Shadows 


Swift swallows sailing from the Spanish main, 
O rain-birds racing merrily away 

From hill-tops parched with heat and sultry plain 
Of wilting plants and fainting flowers, say-- 


When at the noon-hour from the chapel school 
The children dash and scamper down the dale, 

Scornful of teacher’s rod and binding rule 
Forever broken and without avail, 


Do they still stop beneath the giant tree 
To gather locusts in their childish greed, 

And chuckle when they break the pods to see 
The golden powder clustered round the seed? 


CUPPERS 

by RANDALL FREDERICK 

from the IA etext of 

Argus 2008 

Northwestern State University's 
Annual Literary and Art Publication 


fragile follicles whippoorwilling in the wind 

as | shake out the towel 

and we begin again 

it's not how | see it, that's what | tell myself 
shake out the towel 

clean up the sink 

it's not how | see it, that's what | tell myself 
as | avoid every mirror 

put away the clippers, clean up the sink 

say goodbye to that time of discontent 

avoid the mirror, avoid that mirror, whatever you 
do, 

avoid that damned mirror 

for that costumed clown is out of season 

say goodbye to the time of discontent 

though it lives on in pictures and letters 

and that costumed clown was so out of season 
so | put on a new mask and entertain you 

| live on in pictures and letters 

and regret the present more than what came be- 
fore 

standing here, reading my lines verbatim 
wearing a mask to entertain you 

regretting the present before 

it happens 

so | make a cut or two, and it's too late to turn 
back 


| can't be what | am 

it's too late, and it happens 

avoiding mirrors and that face that stares back 
missing what came before 

having to shake out the towel 

reincarnated with the same face that stares back 


it's not how | see it, | tell myself as | begin again 
missing what came before 
fragile follicles whippoorwilling in the wind 


Preludes 

from Project Gutenberg's 
Prufrock and Other Observations, 
by T. S. Eliot 


The winter evening settles down 
With smell of steaks in passageways. 
Six o'clock. 

The burnt-out ends of smoky days. 
And now a gusty shower wraps 

The grimy scraps 

Of withered leaves about your feet 
And newspapers from vacant lots; 
The showers beat 

On broken blinds and chimney-pots, 
And at the corner of the street 

A lonely cab-horse steams and stamps. 
And then the lighting of the lamps. 


The morning comes to consciousness 
Of faint stale smells of beer 

From the sawdust-trampled street 
With all its muddy feet that press 

To early coffee-stands. 

With the other masquerades 

That time resumes, 

One thinks of all the hands 

That are raising dingy shades 

In a thousand furnished rooms. 


You tossed a blanket from the bed, 

You lay upon your back, and waited; 

You dozed, and watched the night revealing 
The thousand sordid images 

Of which your soul was constituted; 


They flickered against the ceiling. 

And when all the world came back 

And the light crept up between the shutters, 
And you heard the sparrows in the gutters, 
You had such a vision of the street 

As the street hardly understands; 

Sitting along the bed's edge, where 

You curled the papers from your hair, 

Or clasped the yellow soles of feet 

In the palms of both soiled hands. 


IV 


His soul stretched tight across the skies 
That fade behind a city block, 

Or trampled by insistent feet 

At four and five and six o'clock 

And short square fingers stuffing pipes, 
And evening newspapers, and eyes 
Assured of certain certainties, 

The conscience of a blackened street 
Impatient to assume the world. 

| am moved by fancies that are curled 
Around these images, and cling: 

The notion of some infinitely gentle 
Infinitely suffering thing. 

Wipe your hand across your mouth, and laugh; 
The worlds revolve like ancient women 
Gathering fuel in vacant lots. 


PEAR TREE 

by H. D. 

from the IA etext of 
Collected Poems 


Silver dust 

lifted from the earth, 
higher than my arms reach, 
you have mounted, 


O silver, 
higher than my arms reach 
you front us with great mass; 


no flower ever opened 
so staunch a white leaf, 


no flower ever parted silver 
from such rare silver; 


O white pear, 

your flower-tufts 

thick on the branch 

bring summer and ripe fruits 
in their purple hearts 


THE WINNING OF FREEDOM 
from the IA etext of 

Poems of Indian Women 

1923 


Sama Pali 


Four times, nay, five, | sallied from my cell, 
And roamed afield to find the peace of mind 

| sought in vain, and governance of thoughts 

| could not bring into captivity. 

To me, even to me, on that eighth day 

It came : all craving ousted from my heart. 

Mid many sore afflictions, | had wrought 

With passionate endeavour and had won 
Craving was dead and the Lord’s will was done. 


Tr. C. A. F. Rhys Davids. 


THE WHOLE OF IT 

from Project Gutenberg's 
‘Twixt Earth and Stars, 

by Marguerite Radclyffe-Hall 


A joy that passes, a pain that stays, 
Such is life. 

A moment's rapture, then weary days, 
Years of strife, 
Such is life. 


A kiss of passion, a sigh of pain, 
Such is love. 

A flash of splendour, then night again, 
God above, 
Such is love! 


A sudden blindness, a creeping fear, 
Such is death. 

An awful vastness, an unknown sphere, 
Choking breath, 
And then ... death. 


*TREZE SONETOS* 

DE ALFREDO PEDRO GUISADO 
The Project Gutenberg EBook of 
Orpheu N21, by Various 

1915 


_ADORMECIDA 


As tuas maos dormiam na lagéa incenso. 

E pelas alamedas destruidas, loucas, 

Desceu-se em mim minha alma a procurar as bocas 
Que me rezaram Ser sébre o teu manto extenso. 


Vagamente desceu sdbre o siléncio, a arfar, 
Combatendo de luz, a esvoacar no ataque... 

E de noite caiu Egipto em meu olhar, 

Nos teus bracos em cruz, sepulcros em Karnak. 


Bocas de Farads rezam mumias cansadas... 
Tebas em mim fenece em bronze de toadas, 
Apagando-se em cinza em lampadas sombrias. 


E tu adormecida ha tanto tempo, em pranto. 
Os cisnes na lagda embranqueceram tanto, 
Que se esqueceram Cor nas tuas maos esguias. 


_SONHO EGIPCIO_ 


No palacio, os pavées sao apenas dizé-los... 

As asas cor do longe erguidas sébre mim. 
Existem os pavodes... O meu sentirme 6 vé-los... 
E o meu sonhar-te, além, sdo lagos no jardim. 


Quando passei no parque, eu encontrei Nitokris. 
Vi-a. Fitei-lhe as maos para poder senti-las... 
Meus olhos foram naus em aguas intranquilas, 


Meus sentidos, aneis nos dedos de Nitokris. 


Labirinto de sons. Adormeco-me oiro. 
Ansia apagada. Deus desce minha alma em oiro. 
Meus olhos p'ra te ver, arcadas nos espelhos. 


Rezas que nunca ouvi. Halitos de saudades. 
E as tuas maos, ao largo, ungindo divindades 
Scismam Ibis, pagdaos, sobre tapetes velhos. 


_PAGAO_ 


... Lembro-me entao de mim. Rezo-me longe. Scismo. 
E o lembrar-me de mim sao os meus passos idos. 
Arqueia-se em azul meu prdéprio misticismo 

E eu fico apenas Cér sébre vitrais vencidos. 


O teu halito 6 luz em candelabros velhos 

Aos cantos dos saldes onde me vejo a orar, 

E os teus passos de Dor sao um quebrar de espelhos. 
Quando te quero ver, morres no meu olhar. 


Abraco-me chorando. O teu morrer 6 vér-me, 
Oiro de asas em Tule, ardendo antiguidade-- 
E o ter-te visto morta, o médo de perder-me. 


Procuro-me em siléncio e oi¢o-me em teus passos. 
Sobre altares pagaos ergo-me divindade 
E Isis dorme meu Ser em cortinados lassos! 


[Sonnet] XV 

from The Project Gutenberg eBook, 
Sonnets from the Portuguese, 

by Elizabeth Barrett Browning 


Accuse me not, beseech thee, that | wear 

Too calm and sad a face in front of thine; 

For we two look two ways, and cannot shine 
With the same sunlight on our brow and hair. 
On me thou lookest with no doubting care, 

As on a bee shut in a crystalline; 

Since sorrow hath shut me safe in love’s divine, 


And to spread wing and fly in the outer air 
Were most impossible failure, if | strove 
To fail so. But | look on thee—on thee— 
Beholding, besides love, the end of love, 
Hearing oblivion beyond memory; 

As one who sits and gazes from above, 
Over the rivers to the bitter sea. 


LOVE AMONG THE RUINS 


from The Project Gutenberg EBook of 
Browning's Shorter Poems, 
by Robert Browning 


Where the quiet-coloured end of evening smiles 
Miles and miles 

On the solitary pastures where our sheep 
Half-asleep 

Tinkle homeward thro’ the twilight, stray or stop 
As they crop-- 

Was the site once of a city great and gay, 
(So they say) 

Of our country's very capital, its prince 
Ages since 10 

Held his court in, gathered councils, wielding far 
Peace or war. 


Now,--the country does not even boast a tree, 
As you see, 
To distinguish slopes of verdure, certain rills 
From the hills 
Intersect and give a name to (else they run 
Into one), 
Where the domed and daring palace shot its spires 
Up like fires 20 
O'er the hundred-gated circuit of a wall 
Bounding all, 
Made of marble, men might march on nor be pressed, 
Twelve abreast. 


And such plenty and perfection, see, of grass 
Never was! 
Such a carpet as, this summer-time, o'erspreads 
And embeds 
Every vestige of the city, guessed alone, 
Stock or stone-- 30 
Where a multitude of men breathed joy and woe 


Long ago; 

Lust of glory pricked their hearts up, dread of shame 
Struck them tame; 

And that glory and that shame alike, the gold 
Bought and sold. 


Now,--the single little turret that remains 
On the plains, 

By the caper overrooted, by the gourd 
Overscored, 40 

While the patching houseleek's head of blossom winks 
Thro' the chinks-- 

Marks the basement whence a tower in ancient time 
Sprang sublime, 

And a burning ring, all round, the chariots traced 
As they raced, 

And the monarch and his minions and his dames 
Viewed the games. 


And | know--while thus the quiet-coloured eve 
Smiles to leave 50 
To their folding, all our many-tinkling fleece 
In such peace, 
And the slopes and rills in undistinguished gray 
Melt away-- 
That a girl with eager eyes and yellow hair 
Waits me there 
In the turret whence the charioteers caught soul 


For the goal, 
When the king looked, where she looks now, breathless, dumb 
Till | come, 60 


But he looked upon the city, every side, 
Far and wide, 
All the mountains topped with temples, all the glades' 
Colonnades, 
All the causeys, bridges, aqueducts,--and then, 
All the men! 
When | do come, she will speak not, she will stand, 
Either hand 
On my shoulder, give her eyes the first embrace 
Of my face, 70 
Ere we rush, ere we extinguish sight and speech 
Each on each. 


In one year they sent a million fighters forth 
South and North, 

And they built their gods a brazen pillar high 
As the sky, 

Yet reserved a thousand chariots in full force-- 


Gold, of course. 
Oh heart! oh blood that freezes, blood that burns! 
Earth's returns 80 
For whole centuries of folly, noise, and sin! 
Shut them in, 
With their triumphs and their glories and the rest! 
Love is best. 


* * * * * 


THE RESURRECTION OF DREAMS. 
by VICTOR KINON. 

1873--. 

from The Project Gutenberg eBook, 
Contemporary Belgian Poetry, by Various, 
Edited & Translated by Jethro Bithell 


It is as warm as when the lilacs’ scent 

Is with the fragrance of magnolias blent, 

When you can hear the seeds crack in the ground, 

When first your face and hands are summer-browned 
When every now and then in heavy drops 

The rain begins, and all as sudden stops.... 

Slate and rust clouds voluptuously mass 

Their bulk o'er the green corn and nibbled grass 

Of fields that billow to yon purpled woods, 

Which, through bronzed clouds, a sheaf of sunbeam floods. 


Sweating, | climb the slope, where, like a long 
White ribbon, runs the brook and sings his song. 
A noisy cock pursues a clucking hen. 

A Sparrow flies with bits of hay. And then 

Such is the silence you can hear from far, 
Where the red roof-tiles of the village are, 

The heavy, steady humming of the bees ... 

(Can there be blossoms on the willow-trees?) 
Here is the wood.--Pale with surprise you see 
The ardent silence and the mystery 

Whose sap swells in the branches which it studs 
With downy catkins and with sticky buds. 


Under the elm-trees' violaceous shade 

The fresh anemones have snowed the glade; 
The undergrowth bathes in a fawn half-light; 
The pure air crackles with a lizard's flight; 

And there, where on the hazel bough is poured 
A ray of sunshine darted like a sword, 

A trembling cloud of yellow pollen rises.... 


And now mysterious mirth my heart surprises 
With words and cries of love and tenderness, 
And an intoxicated glow and stress, 

Because the spring with legendary dyes, 

The white of snow and blue of Paradise, 

And tender green of leaves all dewy sprent, 
With nightingales, and honeysuckle's scent, 

And chafers hanging heavily from blue 

Lilacs, wet with rosy diamonds too, 

With the clear crystal and mad pearls that gush 
Out of the beak of quail and pairing thrush, 

All the divine, forgotten spring reminds 

My heart of ardours where the pathway winds... 
| love! My breast is full of flowers and birds! 

| shall break out in ecstasy of words! 

| love!--But whom?--I care not whom nor how! 

| love, with all my blood in frenzy now, 

And all the sighs that heave my breast, the maid 


Who smiling comes beneath her cool sunshade.... 


A BUTTERFLY IN CHURCH 
by George Marion McClellan 

from The Project Gutenberg EBook of 
The Book of American Negro Poetry 
Edited by James Weldon Johnson 


What dost thou here, thou shining, sinless thing, 
With many colored hues and shapely wing? 
Why quit the open field and summer air 

To flutter here? Thou hast no need of prayer. 


‘Tis meet that we, who this great structure built, 
Should come to be redeemed and washed from guilt, 
For we this gilded edifice within 

Are come, with erring hearts and stains of sin. 


But thou art free from guilt as God on high; 
Go, seek the blooming waste and open sky, 
And leave us here our secret woes to bear, 
Confessionals and agonies of prayer. 


MENACE 


by Katharine Tynan 

from The Project Gutenberg eBook of 

The Answering Voice, 100 Love Lyrics by Women 
Compiler: Sara Teasdale 


| came into your room and spoke. 
Sudden | knew you were not there. 

The easy, common sentence broke 
Against the unanswering air. 


My heart shook like a frightened bird, 
And to my ear the terror said, 

Where nothing spoke and nothing stirred,-- 
_Dear God, if he were dead! _ 


| heard your footstep in the house, 
Your voice brought comfort to my fear. 
But, fluttering like a frightened mouse, 
My heart beat at my ear. 


The room wore its familiar face; 

On the warm hearth spirted the flame. 
Yet--menace of an empty place-- 

_Lord, if he never came!_ 


LARK AND SONATA 
by MARY CROZIER 

from the IA etext of 
Oxford Poetry 1928 


This is the borderland between the heaven 
Of the lark's song ; and of that other, even, 
Smooth, and melodious, the divine sonata : 


Which, as | stand between conflicting songs, 
Pours out its deep, fine notes like magic leaven 


— An undertone of thoughtful, meaning sound, 
To check him as he flutters from the ground, 


And then to join with him along the scale, 
And presently to part, and sing against him. 


Till, once, the amazing unison is found, 


And then they sing together ; mounting, light 


Cascade of notes, like music taken flight. 
But still their songs in essence are apart — 


One music's born of joy, and one of thought, 
The lark sings of the day, sonata, night. 


INDUE SEASON 

W. H. AUDEN 

ibid 

In Spring we waited. Princes felt 
Through darkness for unwoken queens ; 
The itching lover weighed himself 

At stations on august machines, 

And Jacob fled down passages 

Before those shambling feet which came 
Still nearer, splintering doors. They fought, 
Rucked hams, before he told his name. 


Then Summer hid the grass. We sang 
Our descant until love one day, 


That pedal-entry in the fugue 
Roared in, swept soul and knees away. 
October had its casuistry. 


The robin on the fallen spade 
Saw eyelashes upon close flesh, 


The nice distinctions lust had made. 
Pockets, not hair, glue fingers now; 
To lovers trespassing alone, 


The rusty chains of creaking gates 
Cry in the hand the cool of bone. 


The sunset pours contempt upon 


The choking sticks. Was Cressid fair? 


Shall pages lose their meaning now 
For steps approaching on the stair? 
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